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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE author of this incorrect piece, con- 

ſcious of its inſufficiency to ſtand a critical 
irugligatian, can make no other for it, 
than the conſideration of its being the firſt flight 
F juvemile fancy ; at the ſame time be is very | 
ſenſible that neither time, place, age, ſex, nor 
condition, can juſtify, in the eyes of the world, 
the publication of an imperfect performance. As 
a writer, therefore, he does not expect to eſcape 
the cenſure of the critic, ibo as a man be may 
| le entitled t ſome indulgence. The candor of a 
man of genius will ſometimes induce him to over- 1TH 
but the incorrectneſs of a firſt eſſay, which his "8 
judgment as a critic would not otherwiſe ſuffer 1 
þ paſs unnoticed ; but it is rather an unfortu- | | 


ute circumſtance that all cRiv1Cs are not men 
if genius, nor always men of letters or under- 
fanding. And, as Mr. Pope elegantly expreſſes | 


it 


 'Tis hard to ſay, if greater want of ſkill 
Appear in writing or in judging ill; 

But of the two leſs dang'rous is th' offence 

To tire our patience than miſlead our ſenſe. 

lu poets as true genius is but rare, 

True taſte as feldom is the critic's ſhare. 


PROLOGUE, 


By the AuTHoOR: 
Spoken by Maſter Blanchard. 


URE man was ne'er with hopes and fears oppreſt, 
Great as now rack our tim'rous bardling's breaft! 

Fain would he tread the lie road to fame, 
And from the ruſt of time preſerve a name; 
Up fam'd Parnaſſus' ſteepy heights would run, 
And quaff the magic ſtreams of Helicon ; 
But when his hopes have reach'd Apollo's fane, 
Slap comes a doubt, and whirls 'em down again, 


Thus did you never fee, ye lovely fair, 
A bird, ere firit it flutters thro” the air, 
With half-fledg'd wings 8 oft eſſay 
To quit, yet trembling claſp, the yielding ſpray?— 
And did the fight ne er to your boſoms bring 
A wiſh, to aid th' advent'rous neſtling's wing? 
Yes, it was fo :—thoſe ſpeaking eyes impart 
The tender feelings of a gen'rous heart. 
Our bard muſt, then, for your protection ſue ; 
His firſt, weak effort is deſign d for you; 
For you the arileſs ſcene he humbly draws, 
And 'tis from you he hopes to gain applauſe. 


So let it be :—now what d'ye think I ſaid 
About this Madam Muſe's maidenhead, 
'This firft-born bantling of the author's brain ?— 
Why, faith, I call'd him coward, flat and plain. 
Zounds, fir, ſaid I, throw off theſe idle fears, 
And ring a peal of *hunder in their ears! 
Write a ſmart prologue, full of fine-turn'd wit, 
Such as will ſuit the critics in the pit; 
Lard it with ſmut, to pleaſe yon high-rhron'd doxies, 
| | [pointing to the Gallery, 
And light your Attic fire, to ſmoke the boxes; 
| Burniſh 


Burniſh it o'er with Latin, French, and Greek, 
To make em ſtare—then give it me—to ſpeak. 
Fil be your champion, or I'll plead your cauſe, 
Draw my dread ſword, or claim the poet's laws ; 
In ſneak, or be a buck, ſtrut and lo 
Or logk like—nothing, in a monſtrous 


big, 


Nay, never doubt—tho' Pm a puny elf, 


Carrick was once as little as myſelf ; 
And would it be ſo wondrous ſtrange to ſec 
' Something like Garrict raut and rage in me? 


| Thus have I tried to urge the fearful wight, 
Io claim indulgence, or exert his might; 
To crack a jeſt, or cut a keener gibe 


Plump on the * hypercritic tribe; 


To throw ſome nonſenſe to the 
And touch the boxes with farca 


f 


aping gallery, 
ic raillery; 


But, as he would not ſay a word about it, 


Both you and I muſt reſt content without it; 
Therefore, farewel—l give him up to you 
Correct his errors, praiſe where praiſe is due; 
„Laugh where you muſt, be candid where you can.” 
And ſpare the poet, where vou'd {pare the man. 
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SCENE L 


A Summer Houſe, in a Garden. 


LADY WorTHhY, LAURA. 


Vortby. ES, my dear, the ſtudy of na- 
ture is certainly the moſt agree 

, 3s well as inſtructing ſcience but we 
t change the ſubject, as I am going to apprize 
of a circumſtance on which your future wel- 
ls very much dependent. I need not tell you 
dear that is to me, Ever fince I had 
misfortune to loſe. my daughter, in whom I 
ped the centre of my domeſtic felicity, I have 
the pleaſing conſolation to find in you another 
gnter,-Your evenneſs of diſpoſition, engaging 
* converſation, 


s THE FAIR ORPHAN, 


* and early attachment to vuntpe, hav | 
to me beyond expr 3 ang I 
— f, ſince you ſuffered the 1 
| t mother, my adaption ;gf- ym, | 
ſorting alide the tender ties of nature, M at 
r compenſation to you. w_— 1 
Your ladyſhip's goodneſs has bes 
ceeded my moſt — expectations, 
higheſt deſerts; tho? it has been, and ever 
be, the ſummit of my ambition to endeavour, by | 
all the little ſervices in my power, to merit ſuch} a 
unparalleled generobty. 
185 Worthy. 1 am entirely ſatisfy, as to the fe our 
and beg you would not repeat it.—l have nowh 4 
inform you that a perſon of very exalted rank, by 
made overtures to me, on your behalf, 
you his hand, and a participation of his fortun, |* pe 
—] muſt confeſs his perſon is not the greateſt» ns, t 
commendation in his favour; yet the flatter io 
proſpe@, of my dear girl's being placed in fo lofty | dull 
a ſtation, has had too much weight with me tobe 4 
reſiſted; and I have, accordingly, promiſed hin lara, 
an interview with you this very day. — 
miſunderſtand me, Laura 1 don't mean to fo ef 
your inclinations, in the leaſt; only I would ht E. ef 
you act as will become the high idea he has entes |" t 
tained of you. wit 
Laura. This additional proof of your han lab 
kindneſs and affe ction quite overwhelms me the, 
Be aſſured, madam, that no particular ace wha 
tions of my own car. or ſhall a%uate me- EA 
thing I have, or can. be ſuppoſed to have, I # ph 
rive from your ladyſhip, and it will be my greall peer 
happineſs to be diſpoſed of, as you ſhall think m 1 
proper for me. Lars 
Lady Worthy. But, my dear, I much fear Han 
trial will put your utmoſt obedience to the f K 


—the a who intends you the * — 
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dis lordſhip, you know, is in and, 
ut too certain, young girls, like you, have a 
J * antipathy to age, however dignified by 
tation, or eſtates. 
fare. It gives me pleaſure, madam, to find 


fo —_ miſtaken—it is quite indifferent 
be, I affure you, how I may be diſpoſed of, 


ded it be in compliance with your ladyſhip's 
wndtions; to which gratitude alone will ever 
bee an implicit obedience —The only ob- 
Son I have, is the regret I ſhall feel in being 

ed from you, my benefaQreſs, to whom I 
hound, by every tie of filial a ffection. 
lady Worthy. That, too, almoſt ſtaggers my 
ion — but it is for the laſting honour of my 
nud every other argument muſt, therefore, 
us [* Spenſed with —Beſides, when my fon comes 
to | WS the agreeable intercourſe we ſhall keep up 
| you and my lord, will ſerve to chaſe away 
al, melancholy hours, which your abſence 
off otherwiſe create. | 

tia | Are. That aſſurance, madam, flatters me too 
f the very thought of receiving the ho- 
ot of ſuch a further ratification of your lady- 
un eſteem, fills my heart with a vanity un- 
ate [Wn to it before — Yet, methinks I would 

Mr with you. 

hip lady Worthy. Well, my dear, but that muſt 
ee, for your own ſake.—But, come, we muſt 
lap [x of preparing to receive his lordſhip——1l 


LS 


— 


— 
= 


— 


bu 


4 


Wy wiſh you may ſuſtain the fond eſſay upon 
7 philoſophic mind of yours—T cannot think 
af Pcrnatural things—but you may have at heart 
et ney of the intended honour, and ba- 


A idle prejudices. 
Fear not, madam—! I have nothing to 
ebend from the prejudices you allude to 
1. | the 
5 | 


— = a> — — — 


1 
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the education you have been pleaſed to give mg 
has ſet me far above ſuch romantic flights of f 


ful 
A 3 W £4 
Baniſhes each ſofter claim; 3 
Happy in ſo choice a bleſſing, ike ? 
I revere the ſacred flame. 


Lady 
May nor pride, nor inclination, Put. | 
Its juſt diflates diſapprove ; hip, 
Round it may each other paſſfon 
In concentric order move. 


Lady Worthy. Indeed, Laura, that ftoical nh 
lution of yours ſurprizes me much Oh! tip, 
thought I had ſomething elſe to ſay to yo . 
have a preſent to make you this brace, 
which I have thought proper to keep from jt 2 
till this time, for many reaſons, contains the pet — - 
ture of a relation of yours I would give uf > + 
ſome further account of it, but—let me ſee—ity 1 
eleven o'clock—l ſhall not have time, * 
however I would have you put it on and wer 
till 1 ſhall have an opportunity of giving you 
further explanation. 

Laura. I give your ladyſhip thanks, and wi 
wait with patience till you ſhall pleaſe to comms 
nicate the reſt. 


FORK 


Lapy WorTtray, LAURA, PATRICK. . 


Pat. An pleaſe your ladyſhip, madam, the 
a couple of young gentlemen ſtanding at the g#[ 
in a poſt-chaiſe and four, with eyes as black® 
- a burnt potatoe, and rolling and twinkling = 
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ſo they aſked me if my ladyſhip 

cas. home—but I ſaid nothing at all to em, and 

fancy running here to aſk your ladyſhip all about 


Lady Worthy. Why fo, blockhead ?—could not 
have given them a rational anſwer? 
"At. Arrah ! my lady, but I thought they look- 
bucks. 


N 


like 
Lady Worthy. Prithee, booby, what are bucks ? 
At, Married, or ſingle, an pleaſe your lady- 


Lady Worthy. Pſha |—either—neither. 

M. Why then, my dear lady, I'll hang them 

h-wogether, for your ladyſhip, in the thread of 

diſcourſe. — The difference, an pleaſe your la- 

i, is this—the ſingle buck makes horns, the 
med wears them thus bucks produce bucks 

ce horns do not produce horns—therefore I 

* M he after telling your ladyſhip how two horas 

© Po from one horn, and one buck from another. 

Hut and finally 

I Lady Worthy. And firſt and finally, be pleaſed 

bg to the gate. | 

I. And what will I do there, my lady? 

ou | 1 

J Lady Worthy. Aſk the gentlemen to walk in. 

1 fat. Yes, my yr ul going——returns) arrah 
bear lady, but if they be come in already, I 

Whave nothing to ſay at all, at all. 

Lady Worthy. Pl wait on them immediately. 

Pat. [going——returns.] Ay but, my lady, if 

15 will aſk me again whether you are at home, 

at will I ſay, then? 

Lady Worthy. Aſk me no more ſtupid queſtions, 


I. Deel burn me, my lady, but that will be 
en with them, I can aſſure 


| re 
OW! 
— 


La 


Fra 
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Lady Worthy. That fellow's ſtupidity is em nt it 

led by nothing but his impertinence——yes ih med 

lieve he's honeſt. I'll go and fee what ming hs jt 

he has found out, and do you ſtay here ill I appr. 

turn— I'll not be long. 
Laura. I will, madam. 


SCENE um. 


” Laura. What can this bracelet mean? — the ni, 
ture a relation's now I don't recolle& her la 
ſhip's ever mentioning any other relation of min 
than my mother — tis very ſtrange ſhe could hw 
kept fo intereſting a ſecret from me till now- 
ſhe doubtleſs had her reaſons for it, and theirs 
gency is not to be diſputed—T long to hear i 
ther about it, yet fear to be ſhocked with fox 
diſagreeable circumſtances: relative to them “ 
am unhappy, if *twere poſſible to be ſo under 
hoſpitable a roof—but, am not I a poor, defen 
leſs orphan ?—no—her ladyſhip's unbounded y 
neroſity tells me, I am not—may. heaven teu 
her with its choiceſt bleſſings !—but for her 
neſs, what had I been ?—helpleſs, and abandon 
to a wretched ſtate of miſery and want—but tha, 
I had. been ignorant—inured, perhaps, to poret 
and toil, I had flept ſecurely on a bed of ſtraw, # 
health had been the ultimate end of all my wiſhs; 
but, now—O heaven avert the ſtroke !—fi 
my generous protectreſs be ſnatched from 
where ſhould I fly for refuge ?—no father to! 
port me—no mother to comfort me—no brother 
defend me from inſults no fiſter to. ſhare. 1 
griefs—no friend to communicate my diſtreſſes\ 
alas! the unfortunate. refinements of uſt | 
placed education would render fuch a ſhock! 
portable to me, and, conſequently, precipitate #7 


ws FEE Fo. 


* 


— 
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«to inevitable deſtruction.— Theſe, ſure, are ill- 
8 med refleQions, conſidering what her ladyſhip 
nt has juſt now taught me to hope—but I cannot 
les fppreſs them—nature will operate. 


„ 


How wretched my condition, 
When one jad ſtrote of fate 
Muſt plunge me in perdition, 
With ev'ry ill replete ! 
Upon the verge of ruin, 
What borrors de I ſee, 
With open jaws purſuing 


T heir rapid courſe to me. 


SCENE WW. 


LAURA, PATRICK. 


Pat. Miſs Laura, Miſs Laura, her ladyſhip ſays 
will carry you into the parlour, to ſee the out- 
lndiſh gentlemen in the chaiſe. 

Laura. Do you know who they are, Patrick ? 
ol Pat. No, my dear crature, I don't know them 
ſhed 1 all, at all- but I believe one of them will be my 
alt lady's ſon, by and bye—-for he kiſſed her, and 
hugged her, and made her cry forely—and deel 
burn me but the other, now I think on't, muſt be 
{ your ſon, for he is woundedly like you—however 
mh will ſee if he'll be after kiſſing you, and making 


| you cry. 

| Lara. You have ſtrange ideas, Patrick. 

, Pat. Ay, my dear jewel, but if they would be 

em fue I would be wiſhing to be your ſon and all — 

inf By my ſhoul, but ſhe is the ſweeteſt, gentleſt, 
B prattieſt 
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prattieſt crature I ever ſet eyes on fince ] left my 

own dear country. 
CT EE WK VV. 


PAT RICk, Diana. 


Diana. Do you think fo, indeed, Mr. Patrick ?— | 


O the wickedneſs of this deceitful world !--ongrate- 
ful man !—are you not ſatisfied with the love of 
your faithful Diana ?—T that have refuſed ſo many 
vantagos proffers for your ſake, and have gratified 
you with every thing that is ſiſtent with the pru- 
dence of a vartus woman, am I to be treated 
with negle&, becauſe forſooth you have taken a 
fancy to Miſs Laura. 


Pat. Why what art thou talking of, my chaſte | 


Diana ? 
Diana. I that have lived with her ladyſhip nine- 


teen years come next Lammas, and have maſlz. | 


creed a fortin of ſeventeen pound and upwards, be- 
ſides a very handſome wadrob of the beſt of pa- 
rils, am | to be flighted for a little minx that has 


in her ſtocking ? 1 that 


Pat. By Jaſus, my dear je I, the devil has 
poſſeſſed you. | 
Diana. You impurent feller | how dare you talk 


fo before a modeſt woman ?—but, I ſuppoſe, you 
don't care at al} about me, now you've got what 
you can of me! dare fay, you would have ſarved 


me juſt the ſame if I had latten you had your will |; 


of me, you naſty feller! 
Pat. Arrah, my dear honey, fince you come 10 


that, pray what had you done with your modeſty 
when you were catched in the hayloft with your | 


old friend, Will, the coachman ?—take that with 


you——and as for your trumpery that * 


not got a fardin of her own, and can't mend a hole | 
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ls we'll be after crying quits won't keep 


them at all, at all. | 
A 1% 


drr theſe are your tantrums, my paſſionate honey, 

Here, take back your rubbiſh, and pray keep your money, 

For Patrick will never have need of your aid : 

nc er will run craz'd to be plagued with a vixen, 

o never intend bim for playing your tricks on, 1 
He ſcorns ta be dup d by a muſty old maid, V4 


There, ſloop for your pen- tniſe, your choice bacco- 
- 


hs and, and your cork-[crew, my ſweet chamber- 


— . —ä—ä—ͤ OI CS — 


XF S 8.7 


er 
y Jaſar, Pm glad to be rid of them quite; 
No more P1] be mouth'd at for toying with others, 
h babies in backſtrings are chid by their mothers, 
s fare thee well, Di, PII be out of thy fight. 


Ss CE N E VL 


Diana. Cruel, barbros, and profidos monſter ! 
h my poor heart !—it will break, that's for 
artain-—falte wretch !—to leave a faithful maiden 
info vile a manner—and to charge me with ſcan- 
al and magdalen I never can overcome it——[ 
muſt die, that I muſt—my wounded heart is torn 
ntoa thouſand pieces — oh ( falls into 
8 gerden chair) oh ! the brute- it's all 
wer with me—he has murder'd me cut me off 
In the prime of my life — barbrofly butchered 
me——O that I had never ſeen the parjur'd man 
—— oh! oh! oh !——ſcrying)— (riſes) graceful 
heaven, I thank thee———my poor heart's a lit- 
le more at eaſe I may yet recover but [.. 


8 


Ai EE EPO PO 


FEES 


never be myſelf again, no never——1 have 
B 2 been 


x 2 
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been too haſty, to be ſure but Patrick will 


never forgive me no, no,——his heart's 2 
hard as lingum vitus. 


A I R 
What dreadful anguifh ſlighted love 


Creates within the lover's mind! 
hat torments my poor boſom move, 
Since Patrick proves io me unkind ! 
Of him bereft, 
What hope is left 
For poor Diana, maid forlorn ? 
Curs'd jealouſy 
Has ruin'd me; 


1 wiſh I never bad been born. 
S CE NE VEL 


Jord LEER's dreſſing room, bis lordſbip, alm, 
ſitting at a glaſs, adjuſling his bag-wig, 


IV. 


I proteſt this fellow is the moſt provoking raſcal | 


that ever any body had to do with——why here 
is, at leaſt, half an inch difference between one 


ſide of my face and the other— T here, that's it, to | 
believe I never | 


a hair's breadth [ verily 
looked better in all my life tout-a-fait Pair de 
2 [ proteſt 
am not old no—— what is ſixty-two ?—the 
very prime of a man's life the vigour and v- 
vacity of youth, blended with the ſagacity and 
prevoyance of maturity- I never was mate 
alert ſince I was fifteen I proteſt, were it not 
for—oh! this conſummate rheumatic diſorder! 
believe I could dance a minute O that the 
little, dear, angelic Laura were but here! what 
a minuet could I dance with her ——ha! ha! ha! 
— 


* 


and why ſhould not [?-—] 


| 


2 = 


| who adores you : 
repoſe———l come, my fair, I fly upon the fleet- 
oh what extacy—— yes, . 
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1 this curſed pain — it always ſeizes 
me in my happieſt moments but Pl not be 
eazed with it I am ſuperior to it Oh l my 
(wet girl. — receive with open arms the youth 
F 'tis there, only, he ſeeks 


eſt wings of love 
Imuſt, Iwill rifle thoſe ſweets, and drown every 


| ſenſe of pain in poſſoe ſſion of thy charms—1 come 
| this moment imon - Simon] [(calling}Pm 


ot in raptutous ideas —“ limbs do your office, 
hear me to her“ -e gods of love, ſtrengthen my 
undertaking ! 


Lord LEER, SIMON entering unperceived by bis 


lordſhip. 
A: F< VF: 


L. Leer, Little Cupid, bear my pray'r, 


Guide me le my Laura fair; 
In her arms careſs d, 
Of ber charms poſſeſs, 
Ob what raptures I ſhall ſhare ! 
In my breaſt what {oft deſires, 
Rip'ning into nuptial fires ! 
Love ſhall operate, 
Hymen propagate, 
| Ev ry bleſſing love inſpires. 
Simon, What a d—n'd, doting, decrepid, old 
prig |—propagate too !—ſo we ſhall have ripe 
chernies at Chriſtmas, and long iſicles at Midſum- 


| mer—Did your lordſhip call ? 


Lord Leer. Oh, ay, Simon, yes——— order 
my carriage out immediately—and, do you hear, 
Simon, tell the coachman I am going to lady 
Werthy's, and would be driven pretty faſt. 


lord } 
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Lord Leer. Why yes, blockhead, to lady 
Worthy*s—and I would have you attend me there 
tor perhaps I may ſtay in ſhort J can't 
tell how long I ſhall ſtay —perhaps all night per- 
haps longer. | 

Simon. Pray, my lord, if a body may be ſo bold 
but I think I know, my lord—eh! eh! eh 
I know— 

Lord Leer. What? impertinence, what do you 
know, now ?—who has told you any thing. 

Simon Nobody, my lord, nobody——but ! 
have eyes, I can fee,—eh! eh! eh! I beg your 
lordſhip's pardon, but I cannot contain my joy— 
w hy your lordſhip looks 

Lord Leer. How, Simon, how ?—come, tell 
me how I look—one cannot ſee oneſelf, you know, 
Simon, with the eyes of another.— 


Simon. No, no, you old fop, your ſweet figure | 


proves that to demonſtration — 


Lord Leer. But, don't you think I look killing- 


ly to day, Simon, eh ? 

Simon. I know what I ſhould think if I were la. 
dy Worthy. 
| Lord Leer. What? Simon. 


Simon. That you are a d—n'd ridiculous, anti 


quated, feeble, old coxcomb. 


Lord Leer. Eh! Simon, why don't you ſpeak? ?!“ 


— what are you thinking of now ? 


Simon, Why I was thinking, my lord, what 


charming couple you'll make, and what fine chil 
dren you'll have—pretty little rogues |— he 
ladyſhip is very handſome yet. Y 

Lord Leer. Her ladyſhip!—what a ſtupid fel- 
low !—I wonder how you could think of an 


thing ſo ridiculous—her ladyſhip, indeed —bs! | 


ha! ha! —why it's Miſs Laura, Simon, that | 
have taken a fancy to—you know Miſs Law 
Simon, don't you ? | 


Sinn 


pretty 
10 dif 
ot] 


——— — 
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| Simon. Miſs Laura! 

Lord Leer. Miſs Laura! yes, Miſs Laura—I 
the fellow looks as if he were petrified— 

what, Simon, does it ſurprize you that I ſhould 

ve an inclination for that lady. 

Simon. Not at all, my lord. —[t would be much 
nore ſurprize me if ſhe ſhould have an inclination 
gr ſuch an inanimate being, ſuch a uſcleſs piece of 
otiquity as yourſeli. 

Lord Leer. Don't vou think it will be a very 
pretty» match for her, Simon; I proteſt I love her 
o diſtraction— we ſhall live vaitly happy, Pm ſure 
nothing can interrupt our happineis, 

Simon, Now this old wretch certainly thinks 
limſelf immortal, if one may judge from his ex- 
eſſions. 


| 


| [Lord Leer. What @ ye ſay, Simon? 


imon, No doubt, my lord, but your happineſs 


| nll be complete with ſuch a handſome young 


Lord Leer, Ay, is not ſhe a ſweet creature, Si- 


mon ? 
Simon, Yes, my lord—and we'll have a jovial 
wedding, toc— 


. 


How we'll dance and eaper all that day, 


Friſt, 
Briſk 
Paſs the time away 


= nging, 


Singing, 
Jay ſball bring in. 
Laughing, | 


Qaaſfing, | 
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Lord Leer. Ha! ha! ha !—very well, Simon, 
upon my word vaſtly well, I proteſt 


here Simon, here's ſomething fer you | 


always like to reward. merit 
dog come, lend me your arm into the nen 
room, and order the horſes to, in a moment 


oh ! this pain it ſeizes me ſo unſeaſonably, « 
I ſhould not value it a ſtraw. 
JS CRM EK I. 


S1MON returns. Lord LEER, calling from withy 


Bring my ſword, too, Simon, I had liked v] 


have forgot that and, d'ye hear, Simon, hy 
fure to put up the flannels in my cloak-bag, 


Simon. Ay, ay, I know what you want, bet | 


than you do yourſelf.— Faith, Iv'e touched th 


right ftring this morning it founds well 


pound one —that's uniſon.ä— What the dei 
have we here? (taking up ſome books) Ovid's I 
of Love lan of Pleaſure's Companion 


ha ! ha! ha !———conſummate aſs !-———noy, 
for my part, were I a girl, before I'd be teaze 
with ſuch an impotent, old dotard, I'd live an di 
maid, curdle my diſpoſition with envy, feaſt up 
ſcandal, go to hell headlong, and lead apes ſu 
Mr. Pluto as long as he pleaſed. 


AIR VII 


How fooliſh the girl is that wer: an old fellows 
With luxury bloated, half dead. with diſeaſe ; 
She'd better be buried alive, I can tell ber, 
Than ever be plagued with the fumbler. 
Wien ſhe ber glowing boſom tenders 
To the old fondling, feeble drone, 
Not Hleauen can move him, 
T he devil can't love bim; 


have juſt now conceived for her 
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His empty careſſes, | 


Inſipid exceſſes ! 
But fan the fond flame when the fuel is gone; 
Then ſtraight in Fates book old 
He's written a cuckold, 


And none to it's diflates bows humbler. 
r 

A rom in Lady Worthy's houſe, 

dir Joun WorTay, Sir CHARLES Aiky, 


Sir Jahn. But what do you think ſeriouſly? is 
zot te a fine girl? | 

dir Char. Indeed ſhe is but is ſhe come-at- 
ole? 

fir Fobn. Pſha ! that's ungenerous——very ill- 
ned, upon my word, Charles——1 have known 
kr from her infancy——we were brought up to- 
wether, hand in hand, as it were and I have 
12 entertained a kind of brotherly affection 

her. 

dir Char. And now, I ſuppoſe, under that maſk 
a brotherly affection, you would moralize me 
out of my chance, and keep her all to yourſelf— 
to, no, Jack, that won't do———that's too ſtale 
n artifice it won't take with me. 
| Sir Fobn. To convince you, then, that I have 
0 ſuch pretenſions as you would infinuate, and, 
a the ſame time, to be ingenuous with you, I 
declare, upon my honor, that I have ever eſteem- 
el her too much to injure her, were that poſ- 
ible, which, however, I am far from thinking; 


E- ad could, at this time, give up every thing I poſ- 


leſs in the world to the impulſes of a paſſion 1 
but it is too 


=} 


late] dare not, mult not think of it 


mother 
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mother has juſt informed me that Lord Leer hy 


made propoſals of marriage to her, and is to d 
may ſee the ſweet girl ſacrifice youth and des ail kne 


here to day——o that, perhaps, 


to age and impotence. 


A 


neg ( 


iy 


Sir Char, Why now look ye here, Jack, 10 505 
what you ſay is true, and you fo idly give i n 


your pretenſions, I here ſwear by hell and 
and that oath is not to be trifled with—J| 
one may hope ſhe's made of mortal mould, af 
there's a poſſibility of corrupting fleſh and blood. 
will, ere I ſleep twice, make a cuckold in em 
brio of that ſam e old raſcal———2zounds ! Jad, 
what a delicious coup de galanterie 

Sir Jabn. Prithee, Charles, deſiſt from fuch; 
raſh attempt- conſider where you are 
would not tor the world 


Sir Char. I tell you, Jack, I'll never mind you [ue 


ſophiſtry any more 
me at Lyons. 

Sir Jabn. But conſider the perſon, the circum- 
— you would not ſure proceed to vis 
ence. | 

Sir Char. Violence ! no, ne, unleſs violent a: 
gumentation, and violent tranſports. 

Sir Jabn. Yet hold, Sir Charles the fault i 
not leis that way———it is equally crimind, 


whether you ſeduce a young, unthinking girl, I | 


ſoft, deluſive perſuaſions, or openly force her 1 
compliance the difference is only in the mean 
the conſequences are the ſame—and it will neve 
be in your power to wipe off the indelible fa 
her reputation receives, nor, by any means, 
her from impendent infamy, and conſequen 
ruin—l do, therefore, repeat my requeſt for yu 
to defiſt——nay more inſiſt upon it. 

Sir Char. Very well, Jack, indeed mol 
pathetic harangue, with a very heroic, and e 


you know how you ſeryl 4 


Wh 


no pu 
Pl ry 
Beat 
durfei 
at do 


i 7 
vir Cl 
won't- 


? 
um: 
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ptory concluſion now, I ſuppoſe, in 
mpliance with your notions of honor, and the 
il knows what, we muſt go immediately to 
fine one another's throats, if I perſiſt 
i no, ſplit me if you catch me there Pl 
„Ie in whole ſkin. ſo you may as well 


: 


A nothing more about the matter *twill be 
1 Jo _— Pm reſolved - I muſt—— 


entrance is impoſſible - 
1 Pl ruſh upon her in a ſtorm of love, 
= Beat down her guard of honor, all before me, 
Ja Garfeit on joys till ev'n deſire grows fick.” 
at do you think of that now ? 

ich vir Jabn. Think 
— fir Char. Nay, nay, I won't hear you, indeed 
un'. you are abſolutely like the dog in the 
you mer however, if your delicacy renders you 
4 * of eating, there's no reaſon in the 
"Fund but 1 may have a reliſh———Pm not fo 

wamiſh ſtomached, I can aſſure you. 


com 
OF A IR VII 
0 On Nature's ſound laws 


ah I eflabliſh my cauſe, 

uind let ſanctiſed Mortals condemn ; 

| by | | Search earth and ſoy round, 
7, And th* ocean profound, | 


— Then learn, the rank error's in them, 
never When beauty invites, 

ſtan be could ſbun the delights 
ſhield | Attendant on youthful defires ? 
quent | When Venus appears, 
xr you And Virtues in tears, 


dul reaſon ſinks do um and expir:s. 
d pe- Ur John, Hiſt !—here's my mother. 


SCENE 


24 THE FAIR ORPHAN, 


WES © 


Sir Jonx WorTny, Sir Crartes Any, 
Lady WorTur, Laura. 


Lady Worthy. I thought I heard you finging, 
gentlemen, I hope we have not interrupted you, 

Sir Char. By no means, madam——it vn 
nothing but Sir John and I, amuſing ourſelg 
with a favorite air, whilſt we waited the retun 
of you [adies. 

Lady Worthy. Nothing more agreeable, in m 
opinion but come, how ſhall we amuſe ou. 
ſelves 'till dinner time? oh, now [I think | 
it, as I expect a viſt from Lord Leer to day, vin 
is but a very indifferent walker, ſuppoſe we tak 
a walk in the garden before his lordſhip com 
I have made great alterations, my den. 
face you went away. 

Sir Fobn. So, I think, you wrote me, madan| ; 
I ſhould like much to take a view of your 
improvements. 

Sir Char. And I agree to it heartily——pu 
could not have propoſed any thing more agre| | 
able to me. : 

Lady Worthy. Well then, we'll go immed- 
ately and ſhould his lordſhip come in ie 
mean time, he will very readily diſpenſe with er 
remony——we never ſtand much upon emp 
forms amongſt ourſelves. 

Sir Char. So much the "SI madar Z 
the leſs ceremony the more bincerity, is den 
my maxim. 

Sir Jobn. Come, ladies, ſhall we be going 
I am impatient to ſee the old ſpot where | 4 
Miſs Laura uſed to ramble, when we were ch 
dren, free from care or thought — ha 
moments !——do you remember them, 

Laura. Perfectly well, Sir John they ® 
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ans of innocence and happineſs, with which the 
not perfect ſtate of maturity cannot ſtand in 


| ; 


competition. = | 

Lady Worthy. Pray, then, ramble them over 
ace more together — do you take the ſouth 
waſk, and, if Sir Charles Airy will give me his 
cmpany, we'll take the north; and going by the 
wilderneſs, make our rendezvous at the ſummer- 
houſe on the mount. 

Sir Char. Your ladyſhip does me honor—allons, 
ladies ——-come, Sir John- — 1 


VC 
The Garden. 


Sir Joun WorTay, Laura. 


Laura. You don't ſeem in good ſpirits, i 
n 
ichange of diſpoſition in you if it has, Jem 
in hopes, breathing a while your native air will 
retore your good humour, 
Sir Fobn, [ much doubt it but, well you 
permit me to tell you the real cauſe, without be- 
ing angry? ö 
Laura. Why not, Sir John *—in our moſt ju- 
renile hours, our joys, our gricfs, our hopes and 
ſears were mutually known and participated—1 
+ ahy have done nothing to forteit your confi- 
ace. 


Sir Fabn. Know, then, amiable girl, it is your 


lovely ſelf has brought about this ſtrange, tl. 


ſudden metamorphoſis. 
Laura. Sir John 


dir Fobn. Yes, my dear Laura, your incom- 
parable charms, hid from my fight theſe three 
long years, and now beaming full on me with re- 


11 | don 
2 bled luſtre, 


dazzle, like the long-hid ſun, 
_— breaking 


ſure change of climate has not wrought 


| 
| 
| 
{ : 
f 
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breaking from the boſom of a cloud, and impreſ 
my foul with inexpreflible emotions. | 

Laura. What can this mean! 

Sir Jobn. Yet hear me, cruel girl, and do not 
look fo diſdainfully on me I am but to 
well apprized of your engagement with Lom 
Leer, and would not, on any occaſion, be guilty 
of that which might interrupt your future tran. | 
quillity————but I am hurried beyond my 
reaſon—I am ſenſible I ſhould not act thus 
yet, pardon me, my dear girl, if I cannot refit | 
the influence of paſſion, which nothing but your | 
ſuperior beauty could give birth to, nothing but 
death annihilate In ſhort, I love you—— aq 
from this day I date the total ſubverſion of my 

ace of mind, unleſs —— unleſs what? 
I muſt be miſerable —- £4 

Laura. Pray, Sir 22 don't be ſo Crſtreſſel 
I cannot bear to ſee you thus it makes 
me extremely unhappy. 

Sir Jabn. Oh! tell me not ſo——that adds a | ny 
double poignancy to the anguiſh that tortures my 

——— but, perhaps, it is becauſe I am diſagrees 
dle to you—!I ſee, the dazzling proſpect of a title 
eradicates the tender affeQion you once entertain 
ed for me. 

Laura. Indeed, Sir John, you do me wrong=l |. 
love you as well as ever—and, be aſſured, the at- 
fection I have, and ever had for you, as my bo- 
ther, will ſubſiſt to my lateſt moments, with un. 
abated ardor. | | 

Sir Fobn. Brother ! how cold that word—hov 
different from the flame that racks my boſom— 
but what more can I aſk ?—are you not already 
promiied to another ?—yet, 'tis too late to retreat, 
and further advances are forbidden me Jou 
pity and forgiveneſs are all I dare requeſt. 


AIR 
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Faireſt girl, let ſoft compaſſion 
Plead a hapleſs lover's part; 

Shed the balmy conſolation 
On the pangs that rend bis bart. 

If, thoſe beav'nly beauties tracing, 
1 on fure deſlruction run, 

Let me, that ſweet death embracing, 
Gage, admire, and be undone, 


Lauro. This is too much—riſe, dear Sir John, 
lam aſhamed of this humiliation—alas ! I find 
nyſelf too intereſted in your diftreſs---I fear---oh ! 


Tear I love you too much- -I feel a ſtruggle with- 
i me, which till now I have been a ſtranger to- 


wat will become of us?-----we muſt both be 
mtched---how ſhall I appear before my lord, ſo 


mpoſſeſſed in your favour ?---what can I ſay to 


ny dear lady Worthy ?---my looks, my actions 
ul betray me---O let me go---let us inſtantly ſe- 
urate---the power of ſympathy, tho' a ſolace to 
ur little hearts before, will now involve us in in- 
atricable miſeries. 

Sir John. Generous Girl 
Laura. Nay, not a word more, as you value my 
ture repoſe- leave me this moment, I conjure 
jou—-however ſevere the conflict, gratitude ſhall 


Ger de the predominant paſſion of my ſoul---oh ! 
fy this inſtant---1 ſee his lordſhip coming down 


jon walk---run, tell her ladyſhip he is come---and, 

u muſt ſee him alone, I'll wait his coming, here, 

if by accident---the ſooner the better---the de- 

lay of perſecution gives ſcope to refleQion, and 
bly tortures, becauſe we ſuffer in idea alſo. 


| Sir Job. Firſt, let 2 ſeal, on that fair hand, 


2 a teſtimony 
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obey. 
SCENE XN 


LAURA, ſeated in a bower at the bottom f the ſtage, 


in a penſive poſture. 


Lord LEER enters, leaning on SIMON's arm. 


Lord Leer. Ay, Simon, I think it was ſome- | 
where here which way can the little dear crea- 


ture be gone---Oh ! yonder ſhe is, Simon---yon- 
der's the ſweet charmer of my heart—there, you 
may leave me, Simon---l can walk very well now, 
without your aſſiſtance I verily believe I can run 
---Pm all on fire. 

Simon. No, no, it's nothing but ſmoke--- it wil 


ſoon evaporare---and then, ſhould that drofs ſub. | 


fide to its kindred earth, alas! thy charmer may 


look till her eyes ſty out before ſhe can re-animate |, 


the fallen lump of clay. 


Lord Leer. Sweet ſoul! how engaging that at- | 


titude---E dare ſay, ſhe's thinking what a charm- 


2 teſtimony of my unfortunate paſſion, and | 


ing rencounter we ſhall have, by and bye---ha! | | 


ha! ha !---what a delicious reverie---I muſt bring 
her out of it by degrees---I know how very well 
--My adorable Laura -I proteſt ſhe does not hear 
me---dear creature, how ſhe enjoys the thought 
— faith, if I had not ſent Simon back, he ſhould 


have fetched my German-flute---how I would |... 


have ſerenaded her---dad, I'll give la petite mig- 
nonne a touch in the vocal way---ſhe's a dear lover 
of muſic, I know---may Apollo inſpire my lays] 


1 


Riſe, my life, my love, my Laura, 
Haſte to bleſs your faithful Leer; 


Je, 


1 6 
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In theſe arms nor care nor ſorrow 
Shall invade thy bliſs, my dear. 
Rev'ling loves and [miling graces, 
Wanton kiſſes, tuarm careſſes, 
Fer ſhall reign triumphant here. 
Of fuch à lovely girl poſſeſt, 
What new jo will fire my breafl ! 
At noon, at night till roſy morning, 
Sweetly enjoying 
Kiſſing and toyirg, 
 Beauteous [miles my love adorning. 
Hail love hence care! 


Thus PII live with Laura fair. 


ki! ha! ha!—T proteſt, I thought you would 
mer have bleſſed me with a glance from thoſe 
itching eyes, my little angel. 

laura. I beg your lordſhip's pardon for not ob- 
ning you fooner—I was thinking— 

Lord Teer. Well, well, my dear life, Pll ſpare 
ee the bluſhing narration—I can gueſs very well 
have ſhrewd notions of things —ha ! ha ! ha! 
Lady Worthy has broken the ice, I perceive— 
wh, then, we'll make ſhort work on it—delays 
ue dangerous—— why fhould we heſitate a mo- 
nent to de happy— what ſay you, my ſweet, when 
nll 1 have the pleaſure of calling you lady Leer? 
Laura. I am very ſenſible, my lord, of the un- 
nenited honour of your lordſhipꝰs propoſition, but 
dat queſtion I am not at liberty to anfwer—I am 
mtirely- at lady Worthy's diſpoſal; therefore to 
der I muſt.beg leave to refer your lordſhip. 

| Lord Leer. Ha! ha! ha !—that's very pretty, 


Jn OO 


RY innocent, I proteſt—ſo I muſt court Lady 
Worthy in order to gain the affection of my little 
Netty Laura—that's. very laudable tho'—very 
gateful indeed—oh, here comes her ladyſhip, very | 
Pportunely, I proteſt 

C 3 SCENE 
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SCENE MV. 
Lord LEX, Lady Wonr x, LAB. 


Lord Leer. Your moſt obedient ſervant, Lady | 


Worthy. | 
Lady Worthy. I hope 


your lordſhip”s well. 


Lord Leer. Never better, I aſſure you the 


power of attraction is amazingly great the 
needle will veer to the pole, madam---ha ! ha 


ha !---I have been ſo happy with Miſs Laura, that, 
to enquire after your w 


I proteſt, I had forgot 
ſhip,---but you'll excuſe it, I know---the ca 
madam, the caufe-—ha! ha! ha! | 

Lady Warthy. I am glad 
ſuch ſpirits—-we ſhall paſs the day in a manner un- 
looked-for agreeable ——for my fon, with Si 


* 


Charles Airy, a fellow collegean, are arrived from 


abroad this morning, and, I dare ſay, will be ex- 
tremely happy to meet with your lordſhip. 

Lord Leer. Indeed .- I proteit we'll be very 
merry, then---But, before we go any- further, tell 
me, my dear Lady Worthy, when the happy 
moment ſhall be, for days I muſt not reckon by, 


---ſhe has left that part entirely to your ladyſhip 
---other matters are agreed on are not they, 
my adorable girl, eh?—-let thoſe ſweet lips them- 
ſelves confirm it. | 

Laura. I hope your lordſhip will excuſe me--} 
did not preſume to reſolve on any thing, without 


to ſee your lordſhip in ng 1 


which ſhall ſee my amiable Laura and me united | 


her ladythip's acquieſcence. 


Lord Leer. Well, well, no matter, my angel 


— underſtand the language of the eyes—- ha 
ha ! hal come, Lady Worthy, what do you 
ſay ?---when ſhall it be ? 


Lady 1 
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Laly Worthy. Why, my lord, we ſhould have 
- know 
rations, you | 
ag +4 1 Hang preparations—— what more 


ration need we. Pm ready, my ſweet girP's 
 rady, every thing's ready is not it? 


eK. 


Lord LEER, Lady Wok r HY, LAURA, 
| PATRICK. 


| Pat. Yes, an pleaſe your lords and ladyſhips, 
 erery thing's ready quite ready——and deel 
hurn me but there's the cook ſweating and ſwear- 
ng if you don't go to dinner this inſtant every 
thing will de after being ſpoil'd, too, and you 
dun t eat it, at all, at all. 

Lady Worthy. Well then, my lord, we'll have 
t further converſation after we have dined. 

E 

Pat. Arrah, by my ſhoul and St. Patrick, my 
own dear relation, but that old lordſhip's looks, 
and ogles as if he would be after making court up- 
n my pretty Miſs Laura by Jaſus, if things. 


te the greateſt little fool that ever lay upon a bed, 
it ſhe don't make cuckold upon him why 
now, ſuppoſe I and Diana were to come together, 
and perhaps we may, for all this, I would be af- 
ter kiſſing Bet, the dairy-maid, and fo make cuck- 


old upon her——and no harm neither not at 
Al, at all. | 


1 


= The ſpark that takes up with a peeviſb old virgin 
it leaſt may one mighty good reaſon alledge ; 
Whatever 


time to conſider of it---there are ne- 


d take ſuch ſtrange turnings and twinings, ſne' 
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Whatever young mad-caps will be after urging 


» 


What fool in a florm, would reject an old beuge? 


And ſhould my Diana 
Smile on me again, ah ! 
PII the breach with the conjugal wedge. 
| e the folks in bigh life, it 
And ramble where pleaſure abounds, 
= laſſes, divorce my old wife, 
ut ſlick to her ſeventeen pound. 


END oF THE FIRST Acr. 


SS TS 3.06 
SCENE 1 
Arm in Lady Worthy's houſe. 


Lady Worthy. / [ HE face of affairs, in my. 
houſe, ſeems to have under-. 


gone a ſtrange viciſſitude to day] cannot be de- 


ceived— no, no—it is too obvious —Laura invo- 
luntarily ſighs, bluſhes, turns pale —! plainly fee the 
ſtruggles in her heart, to conceal what ſne evident- 
ly the more expoſes—my lord vainly attributes. 
all to himſelf, and hugs himſelf in, what T muſt 
call the abſurd idea my fon has loſt his gaiety, 
and ſeems abſorbed in thought, without knowing 
it—that ſettled gloom on his counterance fore». 


bodes ill—bis ftolen glances, eagerly, tho' inſen- 


ſibly rivetted on her, confirm my ſuſpicions—l 


tremble for the conſequences—] would not wil- 
lingly i acrifice the happineſs of my girl, to the moſt 


ſplendid allurements of fortune; but the has > | 


T7 
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off left every thing to me, and my lord, accord- 
y, builds his hopes on my acquieſcence—what 
"7 do ?—to deny him, under theſe eircumſtan- 


xs, would be a groſs affront—1 cannot do it—1 
ge Laura, I love my ſon; yet honour is my 


|rigning principle; and that principle I never 
ave, nor ever will knowingly violate. 


SCENE IL. 
Lady Wok TRT, PATRICK, 
Fat. An pleaſe your ladyſhip, there's a ſtrange 


wn below would be glad to be after ſpaking 


nth your ladyſhip, if you'll pleaſe to be at home. 
Lady Worthy. What perſon is it, Patrick? a 
entleman or a lady? 
Pat. Why, as to that, I don't know, at all, at 


l 2466 
| Lady Werthy. Well, blockhead, but is it a 


man or a woman? 


Pat. Arrah, my lady, but I don't know that, 


reither—but if your ladyſhip pleaſes, I will be 
ater examining, and ſo come and acquaint your 


ldyſhip with the particulars. | 
"| Lady Worthy, Pſha !—what dreſs is the perſon 
n? 


Pat. By Jaſus, my lady, but that is the thing 
that puzzles me believe, an pleaſe your lady- 


bi, it is ſomething of the mermaid kind——a 
half-and-half oddity—it is a man without breeches, 
era woman without a cap—but, if your lady- 


ſhip will pleaſe to ſtop a moment, I will go and 
ok again, and be after telling your ladyſhip how 
much of both there will be under them all. 
| Lady Worthy. Go, booby—you live till you 


1 | the lady up. 


dt know your right hand from your left—ſhew 


Ce eee pe er ͤ —— CIOs 
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Pat. Arrah, my lady, but I am heartily glad 
your ladyſhip told me—lI would have been after 


calling her fr —deel burn me tho', how could ſhe 
tell that, onſight, onſeen. 


SCENE III. 
Lady WorTHyY, BELINDA in @ riding babit. 
Belin. I beg pardon, madam, for the liberty 


have taken, in thus abruptly introducing myſelf 
who am an entire ſtranger to you——but, I dare 


 fay, you will readily excuſe it, when you know | 


the importance of my buſineſs, and the urgency 
of its being put into immediate execution. 

Lady Worthy. There needs no apology, ma- 
dam, I affure you—if you'll pleaſe to fit down, 


I ſhall hear whatever you may have to communi- | 


cate with greater pleaſure. 


Belin. I fear, madam, my narrative will have | 


an effect very far from pleaſing, ſince it muſt ine- 
vitably fruſtrate your generous intentions; in the 
ſucceſs of which I only fear you may have inte- 
reſted yourſelf too much, to be eaſily reconciled to 


a diſappointment ; yet, in the end, you cannot | 
fail to rejoice at a diſcovery, diſagreeable in it- | 


telf, but happy in its conſequences. 


Lady Worthy. Pray, madam, be explicit—lI am 1 


impatient to have a circumſtantial account of an 

affair apparently teeming with ſuch importance. 
Belin. Know, then, madam, I am the daughter 
of a ſubſtantial farmer in the North, where Lord 
Leer has ſeveral eſtates. About five years ago, 
his lordſhip, coming into that part of the coun- 
try, accidentally ſaw me, became enamoured, 
ſolicited my father's approbation, ohtained it, and 
without much confulting my inclinations, led me 
an 
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m unwilling victim to the altar, and we were 


Lady Worthy. Married but I beg your par- 
n pray go on. | 

Belin. My lord then took me up to London, 
where the novelty of the ſcene, joined to his lord- 
ſhip's tenderneſs, attached me inſenſibly to him. 
But, ere a twelvemonth had elapſed, by having 
the ſmall pox, I loſt what few charms I had been 
fattered to think I poſſeſſed, and, ſoon after, his 
brdfhip's affe ction and perſon ; not only that, but 


[have been ſhut up, by his order, till about a 


month ago, when I found means to eſcape, in ſpite 
of the vigilance of my abandoned keeper. I have 
ſnce obtained a certificate of our marriage, which 
your ladyſhip will find authentic, and came down 
n the ſtage laſt night, in hopes of having my 
nongs redreſſed: but when I came this morning 


y the village where his lordſhip's ſeat is, finding 
| tte purpoſe of his viſit hither whiſpered about, I 


haſtened to prevent, if poſſible, the execution of 

o vile an action, and hope I have not been diſap- 

winted in my intention. 
Lady Worthy. Monſtrous !—I am all aftoniſh- 


ment what complicated wickedneſs |—How- 


wer, madam, I have the pleaſure to inform you, 
jou are not too late—what ſhall we do ?—how 


| fall we make him thoroughly aſhamed of his baſe- 


nels ? | 
Belin, J muſt beg to be dir-Qed in that by your 

adyſhip——whatever you will, I am agreeable 

10 | 


Lady Worthy, To what a pitch of deceit do 
people arrive !—I am ſhocked, yet am I pleaſed ; 
becauſe J hope, now, to procure happinelſ: to thoſe 
who moſt defire and deſerve it Let me ſee—oh ! 
jou muſt know, madam, his lordſhip has been 
ſo warm, and ſo confident of ſucceſs, that he has 
| brought 
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brought a ſpecial licence with him, and is ami. 

ous to have the ceremony performed this * 
- afternoon—now, ſuppoſe we keep up the far, 
and introduce you in a gown and caſſock, as d 


. curate of our village—do you think his lordſhip | fa 


would know you? 
Belin. I believe not, madam I like the pro. 
poſal much, tho? I am ill-diſpoſed for diffimulat. 
on; but ſince it wil! contribute to his greater ma. 
 tification, and may have a good effect, I ſhally. | 
ry readily ſubmit to the metamorphoſis. —Pll x. | j 
ſwer for the operation of the deception—the mol 
practiſed in deceit are ſtill at a loſs to guard againf 
every ſpecies of 1t—it couches under every ſhape, 
and often the moſt unſuſpected. 
AIX XI. 
In ev ry ſbape, in ev'ry form, 
T he human heart can find, 
Deceit lurts on, till in a florm 
It burſts upon the mind. 
T bus men, and thus fell crocodiles 
Th unwary oft decoy; 
T bo” bath delude by diff rent wiles, 
Bath fawn and both deſtroy. 
Lady Worthy. Well, madam, if you'll walk along |; 
with me Pl] put you into orders preſently ; a 
whilſt you are getting ready, Pll go and prepm 
the reſt of the company to affiſt at this curiou} , 
ceremony, 


S CRM EI 
The Garden. 


Sir Charles. Egad, I'm the luckieſt fellow ths 
ever was born——1 had not been in this wo 


Tv 
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my thoughts are confuſed 
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. before I was concerting meaſures for an in- 


dige with this ſweet girl, Laura—l have ſcarce 


heen on the premiſes four, and ſhe runs plump 
o my arms—what can equal it ?-=this is too 
hir an opportunity to be let fli1p---'faith PII make 
the beſt uſe of my time---now or never---here 
he comes---ſhe has rather a forbidding aſpe& 
tho---but appearances are not always true---be- 
ſdes, 2 vigorous attack requires a vigorous defence 
Au juſt make a feint of retiring, and then pour 
n a broadſide upon her, when ſhe's leaſt prepared 
for its reception. | 


. 
Sir CRARTLTS Alx, Laval. 


Laura. J ſcarce know what I do, or where I am 
my ſpirits 
kprefſſed— ———my mind uncommonly burthened 
vith a variety of contending paſſions I wiſn 
[know not what to wiſh---I dare not think---re- 
lection is poĩſon to my tranquillity--- whither have 
my fooliſh ſteps betrayed me? ( 12 


the force of your uncommon beauty, | am guilrv 


of a breach of politeneſs, in thus abruptly break- 
ing in upon your ſolitude---but--- 


Laura, A violation of forms, fir, I can be eaſily 
reconciled to---a breach of truth, tho? wrapped 
w in a compliment, diſpleaſes me---you will 
therefore, pardon me, fir, if I am fo rude 25 to 
| the favour of your abſence. 

Charles, By heavens, madam, you com- 
mand impofſibilities---I am fo rivetted to you, that 
powers on earth can never ſeparate me 
rom you—command the miſer to forſake his 


hoarded pelf---divert the loadſtone from its beloved 


rar 


eing Sir Charles. 
Sir Charles, Forgive me, madam, it urged by 


—— enwooed tr rates. 
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north, or bid the ſtateſman quit ambition, as ſoon 
your injunctions would be complied with. To ſee 
and not admire, to admire and not to love, to love 
and not declare it, would be the higheſt indignity 
to ſuch celeſtial charms. 


AIR XIII 


The ſpeaking eye, the roſe-ting'd cheek, 
The lovely lilly-painted neck, 
From art no graces borrow ; 
T here Nature all ber pow'rs combin'd, 
To mortal form the goddeſs join'd, 
And call'd the charmer Laura. 


Laura. Why will you perſiſt in a thing which, 
T have told you, is diſagreeable to me ?---I am ng 
to be trifled with, I aſſure you; and the unmes 
ing compliments you are pleaſed to beftow on me, 
tho? I conſider them as the growth of the climate 
you have lately left, are nevertheleſs, in my opi- 
nion, a groſs inſult on the underſtanding, and too 
indelicate to merit a reply. 


Sir Charles, Be not fo unjuſt, madam, to your | 


own perfeCtions and my fincerity ; call not the 


ſpontaneous effuſions of a heart, a ſtranger to de- | 
ceit, mere compliments---believe me, deareſt girl, | 


you undervalue your intrinſic worth too much 


but tis ever ſo with tranſcendent merit---a ſenſib- 
lity too delicate will not permit you to liſten to 
the praites which every tongue muſt be laviſh in, 
ſoon as the eyes have catched the charming ob- 
ject. 

Luura. Indeed, fir, you deal out rhetoric to ve. 
ry little purpoſe -- The man who can ſuppoſe an 
attention wal be paid to the encomiums he 


think proper to flatter a perſon with, he never 


ſaw 


pard 


ir 


mdeneſs; 
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kw before, muſt have a very mean opinion of her 
underſtanding---I am ſorry, fir, to find myſelf un- 
der a neceſſity of behaving inconſiſtent with that 
eference I owe you, as the friend of my lady and 
fir John Worthy ; but Fam very certain, neither 
of them would give a ſanction to the cauſe of my 
therefore, I muſt again beg you will 
ue your walk, and leave me to myſelf. 

Sir Charles. By all that's facred, I cannot part 
from you yet---I find your mental beauties ſo coin- 
| cdent with your perſonal charms, that I could for 
deer liſten in extacy to the melliſſuous accents that 


enchanting mouth gives utterance to. -Let me 


entreat you, bewitching girl, to bleſs me with 
your preſence, yet a moment longer---let us walk 
nto the agreeable ſhade of yon delicious bower--- 
m, Imuſt not be denied--- 


KAI . 


Came, give me your band, 
I cannot withſtand 

The force of ſuch beauty, ſuch love; 
Let C upid unite 


The pow'rs of delight, 
To bleſs us in yonder alcove. 


L AURA. 


Pray, fir, be not rude, 
Enough you intrude, 
In treating fo ſlight my command : 
I n&er was thus ud; 
PII not be abusd, 
Deſiſt, fir, and let go my hand. 


Sir Charles. Heavens |---what do I ſee?---O 
pardon me, madam, if too juſtly you are offended, 
D 2 and 


— 
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and tell me, I conjure you, by what means you 
came poſſeſſed of that bracelet---it concerns me 
nearly, and may tend to a diſcovery which I have 


_ to make in vain, 

a. The treatment, fir, I have met with 

from you, cannot entitle you to ſuch an indulgence 

to your curioſity. 
Sir Charles. . madam, I am highly cul. 

pable, and will do any thing in my power to 


atone for my fault---do but oblige me in this par- 


ricular, and I will endeavour to oblige you hence. 
torward fo long as I live. | 
Laura. If you are really penitent, I ſhall not be 


1nexorable---do you know the picture in it, fir, | 


that you are ſo very curious? | 
Sir Charles. 1 do. 


Laura. Then you muſt have known a relation 


of mine, 
Sir Charles. How, madam ?---a relation of yours? 


but I fee ſhe is coming this way---if you enquire 
of her, you may have a more ſatisfaQtory account 
than I can give you. 


CTU © m 


Lady WorrTur, Sir CuARLES AlRY, Lauka 


Sir Charles. Excuſe my impatience, Lady 
Worthy ; but you will do me a fingular favour if | 


yu will oblige me with a further account of the 


acelet this lady wears---ſhe tells me, it contains | 


the likeneſs of a relation of her's, and has re 


me to your ladyſhip for the reſt---pray, madan, 


recite the particulars---I tremble in an excels 
hopes and fears. 
Lady 


__ = x 


Laura. Yes, fir, ſo Lady Worthy informs me--- | 


E=ES == 


a 


= 
— 


25 
> 


* 


— S * 
r 


E 2 


we which till now I have thought ideal, but which 
| it ſhall be my future ſtudy to preſerve inviolate. 
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Worthy. Since you ſeem ſo very anxious, 
Gr Charles, I will not diſappoint you---it is the 
Aure of Laura's father. 
Sir Charles. Her father, madam? 
Lady Worthy. So her mother. declared to me, 


vith her departing breath, when ſhe earneſtly re- 


commended her to my care, and particularly beg- 
ged I would erve it for her. : 
Sir Charles. Pray, madam, what is the lady's 


 fmame ? - | 


Lady Worthy. Harcourt, Sir Charles. 
dir Charles. - My God !---my ſiſter .O let my 


- arms infold the long-loſt darling of my injured mo- 


ther! ſure heaven directed me to contract an in- 


imacy with your ſon, madam, at once to check 


ny folltes in their career, and bring me to the on- 
relation I have, for an exempli fication of that vir- 


Lady Worthy. How am I delighted !---what a 
pleaſing diſcovery---l feel ſo much joy, on the oc- 


. cafion, that I almoſt doubt its realty. 


Laura. Oh, madam | what delight ſwims in my 
bolom, to think I have found one fo nearly allied 


do me · my brot her how dear that unaccuſtom- 


ed word is to my heart !---it is too much 
Lady Worthy. Pray, Sir Charles, let us a little 


more into the light of this extraordinary affair--- 
Im not dubious---F read veracity i 


| in that 
changed countenance---but I am eager to know 


What the good lady, your mother, was fo careful 
to conceal, if proper to be divulged at this diſtance 


ns; becauſe it relates to my favourite girl, 
aura. ; | | | | 


Sir Charles, I ſhall oblige you, madam, with 


he greateſt pleaſure,---My parents lived happily 


together, till my unfortunate mother took a girl 
wo wait on her, with whom my infatuated father 
D 3 became 
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became ſo enamoured, that a total deſertion of 
my mother was the conſequence. Nay, his former 
affection degenerated into brutality ; he ſold his 
_ eſtates by private contract, left my ſiſter. and mo- 
ther, with only the houſehold moveables for their 
ſubſiſtence, and went over to the continent, where 
he lived with the ſharer of his affection and vi- 
ces, till about four years fince, when he was ta- 
ken ill, and. ſent for me from Oxford, where he 
had placed me for my education. I arrived juſt 
time enough to receive from him the ſad relation 


of his vices, and which he prayed me to atone | 


for, as much as poſſible, by equally ſharing the 
fortune he left, between myſelf, my mother, and 


ſiſter, if living and to be found.---My mother, | | 
find, is no more, my dear ſiſter will, therefore, | 


ſhare with me a fortune, which, I can aſſure her, 
is not inconfiderable------Now, madam, I hope 
you'll oblige me with. a ſequel. 


Lady Worthy. Indeed, Sir Charles, I ſhall not | 


have time now---I came hither with an intent to 


inform you of a diſcovery which has been made to | 
me; and which I am apt to think, will prove al- | 
moſt as agreeable to Laura as this we have juſt | 


learned; and if you'll walk in with me I'll give 
you the particulars as we go on. 


SCE NE VL 
A room in Lady Worthy' houſe. 


BLIND A, in a gown and caſſact. 


Now I am prepared to act the hypocrite, and | 


under the ſanction of a religious diſguiſe---wil 
that be well ?---yet ſurely it cannot be 


---] have no ſiniſter motives---my views are toe | 
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injury, and reclaim the abandoned--- *twere 
we wigs. that all who wear this ſacred garb 
ifted'on principles as juſt and falutary ; that re- 
lion might ceaſe to be the jeſt of the libertine 
ind illiterate ; that example might be attendant 
on precept 3 and that the indecent maxim of do 
what I ſay, not what I do, might no longer be a 
reproach to the dignitaries of the church. — But I 
muſt keep up the ſpirit of my new-aſſumed cha- 
ner, till things are ripe for execution, —O, I 
believe I ſhall not long want an opportunity of 


tying my canonical powers ; for here comes one, 


kemingly big with the important curioſity of our 
l muſt indulge it. < 


SCE NE VI 
BELIN DA, Dilax A. 


Diana. peeping in at the doer.] Well, as I hope 
to perſarve my chaſtity, it is true what Patrick 


| told me—this is, for ſartin, the ſelf-ſame conjur- 
ung miller that makes old folks young they ſay 


he ſometimes conjures himſelf into a parſon 
ay, ay, it muſt be ſo---why his face is as like the 
dure in my aunt Swilltub's parlour as one apple 
b like another---now I ſuppoſe he is come to avail 
upon my lord to undergo the oration in his mill, 
that his age may be more adapted to Laura's--- 
lo, as our people are out of the way, I may as 
vell aſk him a few queſtions myſelf---'m ſure he 
an tell fortunes.---Sir, (entering) an pleaſe your 
doQorfhip, if a body may be ſo bold, are not you 


Belin, What can the woman mean? I don't un- 


Diana 
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Dian. Why that is, an pleaſe your doQrſhiy, 
can't you tell when any body is to be married... 
and what the colour of their huſband's hair is-and 
howmany they will have---and how long 
live and how many children they'll. have---and 
whether a perſon will be rich and all ſuch thing 
as them. 
Belin. Good Heavens ! ſhe takes me for a con- 


jurer, moſt certainly---what ſhall I do?---I muſt | 


een humour her pray what is your name? 
Diana. There, I knew what he was- now [ 


ſhall have my fortune told for nothing Diana, | ine; 


fir,--my mother's name was Grace and I wa 


born on the firſt day of April, about four o'clock | . 


in the morning. 

Belin. I think, Mrs. Diana, that was rather a 
ominous day. 

Diana. Nominous, nominous,---T ſuppoſe that 
means rainy—-yes, fir, it rained all that day, my 
mother ſaid, ſo that my father could not carry 
Mrs. Sycophantania, the midwife, home 
and ſo ſhe was obliged to ſtay all night, and he 
under the coverlid of his bed. 


Diana ? 


twenty, fir, 
Belin. Y ou are certainly more than that. 


| Diana. Dear o'me, how ſurprizing is that [.- 
well I muſt tell him the truth, I ſce---that is,! 


would ſay, fir, two and forty. 
Belin. You muſt bave lived with your lady ma- 
ny years. 
Diana. Yes, fir, nineteen years, if pleaſe God 


come next Lammas.---As I am aliye he knows | 


every thing about me as well as I do myſel— 


Belin. So, ſo-- pray how old may you be, Mrs. 


Diana. Lord, what ſhall I ſay now two and | 
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hope he won't ſay any thing about William, for 
ver Patrick ſhould hear of it. | 

Belin. Y ou carry your. years extremely well, 
Mrs. Diana---you have, no doubt, had many ſuit- 
in in your younger days. 


Diana. Why, as to that, fir, to be ſure, tho' I 
iy it, chat ſhould not ſay it, about twenty years 
go, no young girl had a better countenance ; and, 
[am ſure, no body had more confeſſions of love 
nade to them than I had, nor more diſpoſals to tie 
the Gorgeous Knot, as the young men called it: 
ut I was not compoſed for matrimony, at that 
ime; I was convexorable to all their treaties, and 
ijected them all. 

Belin. I dare ſay you don't continue in that 
nnd at preſent fellow-ſervant, I preſume, 
1 annulled that ſentiment. 

ana, Good gracious ! how perdigious |—P ll 

| thanged if he don't mean Patrick—he'll tell me 

tout William next, that's for ſartin, if. I don't 

y this—No, fir, I am in no haſte to be mar- 
ed—it's all in good time. 

Belin. Nay, I don't expect a confefſion—— but 
there is a young man in the houſe, that it is more 
than poſſible you may have made ſome flight im- 
meſfions on. 


CS CR NES 


Brin DA, Diana, PATRICK preping in. 


Diana. O, fir, you mean, Patrick, I fuppoſe— 
do, fir, indeed, fir, I can aſſure you, fir — 

Pat. O, ma*'am——ſay you ſo, ma' m indeed, 
| mY'am—de'el burn me, but 1 believe he will be 
aher baptizing her by and bye—however, my dear 


Rvels, I will ſtand here, and ſee what you , A 
Be 0 
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Belin. And you think you can keep that reſolu- 
tion, notwithſtanding Patrick. 

Diana. O yes, fir—you may depend on me 
what I ſay I always ftand to. 

Pat. Arrah, by my ſhoul, but I am come juſt 
in time—matters are all agreed on, I ſee. 

Diana. But, ſir, —if you pleaſe, ſir—pray, fi, 
don't ſay any thing about it to- Patrick. 

Pat. No, no, my honey, I dare fay he won't. 

Belin. That you may be aſſured of.— But I ſee 
your lady coming this way—lI muſt attend her— 
Mrs. Diana, your ſervant—I am forry we mutt 
| poſtpone this matter, | 


$SCENE X 


Parsicz, D:: xa. 


Diana. Dear creature, +» lam that my 


lady ſhould come at fic: be could but 
have ſtayed a little lou , What ; ute ſhould 
I have had—he would: 2 

Pat. Arrah, my jewel, but wha! would he 
do ?—de'el burn me, Diava, hui | :m heartily 
glad I have found out your tricks. 
Diana. O, my dear Patrick, I'm glad to fee 
you—pray don't be angry with me. 


Pat. No, no, by my ſhoul, but I will be very. 


glad, I tell you—Patrick is ſafe out of the ſnare 
— the trap is ſprung, but the fool is not catched 
—ay, ay, my dear jewel, when the wife fits upon 
fools eggs, ſhe hatches cuckolds—by Jaſus, my 
honey, that won't do for Patrick at all, at all 

Diana. Now lovy, Patrick, how can you be ſo 
perdigiouſly provoking ?—did not you ſay, ju 
now, that you would never be angry wes” 
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Diana any more ?—what, then, makes you tell 
tories, to make her uneaſy ? 
Pat . And pray now, my ſweet crature, did not 
-tell me juſt now, that you would be faithful 
to Patrick ?—and did not I hear you, this very mo- 
ment, wiſhing that that conjuring parſon would 
te after ſtaying a little longer ?—did not you en 
„ | feat him not to tell Patrick? 

Diana. Why, Patrick—dear Patrick---pray--- 
Pat. De'el burn me, Diana, but you ſaid you 
would have great pleaſure, too, if he ſtayed. 
Arrab, by my ſhoul, but that was to put great 
horns upon Patrick's head, and ſo be after making 
him a buck. | 
Diana. O what a monſtrous, wicked thing that 
| x, to ſay ſo---I am ſure there is not a woman 

Pat. By Jaſus, my honey, ſo deceitful as your- 
FF 


Diana. O what an internal, and bolical ſuſpici- 
al- well I won't put myſelf in a paſſion---I 
my | won't miſorder myſelf- but I defy--- | 
but | Pat. Arrah, my jewel, you may defy what you 
ould | vill—but you had better not be in a rage---ſo look 
fe here, Diana, if you can make me believe l 
| he | id not ſee what you ſaid, and hear you both to- 


mther, ſpake now, and I will tell you what I will 
0, | 
p ſee } Diana, Indeed, Patrick, if the ferocity of a 
md is to be depended on, I am as innocent of 
ver) 


Jytat you charge me with, as the child onborn 
it is true, I did fay what you ſay, but you 

Mat a wrong inſtruction on my words, indeed you 
0, Patrick. | 
Fat. Why, what will I think then ?—tell me 

de truth, Diana, and make it as clear as Carrick- 


bay, or by Jaſus I won't ſpake with you 
uy more at all, at all. 1 " 


Diana. 
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Diana. Well then, my dear Patrick, I will tell 
you the whole affair The gentleman had only 
been ſo obliging as to tell me part of my fortune; 
and indeed he did tell me, in the moſt wonderfal 
manner, all about you, and in ſhort all that 1 
| have done in my life—and fo I was very eager to 
know what would happen to me in maturity 
that's the whole truth, upon my honour, lor) 
now I hope you will be ſatisfied. 

Pat. De' el burn me, Diana, but that is wonder. | 
ful, indeed, if you don't humbug me. 

Diana. It is true, every tittle, as 1 hope to be 
beloved, my Patrick. 

Pat. Well, well, my honey, that's enough... 

I forgive you, with all my heart 

Diana. Nay, bnt---now Patrick---l know yo | 
don't love me---you don't forgive me---do pry, | 
Patrick, be kind to me. 

Pat. Arrah, my ſweet crature, but you're a cant 
---You're afier longing for a kiſs row, I know-- 
---there, be a good girl, Di, and love me well 
for ever and a day. 

Diana. I bat I will, my ſweet Patrick---nov 
my facility is compleat. | 


A IR XV. 


Dians. Whilft my dear Patrick thus proves kind, 
No jealous fears ſball 77 my mind; 
His gentle ſmiles buve paſſion quell, 
W bich * the Blat 71 torment ſwelP'd. 
Welcome, thrice welcome, heart-felt j0y ! 
Avaunt, 'barſh care !---fell diſcord, fly ! 
Henceforth, ſecure from all alarms, 
PII live, and die within bis arms. 


Pat 
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Pat. Thus, my dear jewel, always prove 


E For Patrick lover, 


An objeft worthy of my love, 
Te pleaſe bis fond, bis faithful Di, 
lth. Hence, then, away with hopes and fears ! 


Diana. 0 and Di reveres, 
lch. This ſure wuſt be the teſt of love; 


1 


Pat. The huſband, 
Diana, wife, 
Both. 5 the turtle dove. 
Exp or THE SECOND AcT. 
FE 8 = 
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ACT 1 
CNEL 


A parlur in Lady Worthy's houſe : wine, fruit, Er 
on the table. 


_ SIMON, PATRICK. 


SIMON, 
O-come, Patrick, you queer Iriſh dog you, 
why don't you drink about? all people, 
my cock, have their ins and their outs 
duke, and my lord desde ace all the ſame in the 
ſame place e Ly lem Leer, and you 
are my lady Watthy, they're out and 


we're in, Mr. Patek, af all we are 
their repreſentatives in the parlour too 


damme, Patrick boy, never fear 


* 


puſh about 


co- come = ſen- 


they ſhould not laſt long 
fill him up——2 no- 


timent, my heart of oak 
ble bumper, or nothing. 
Pat. Arrah, by my ſhoul, Mr. Simon, but | 
will drink no more than this glaſs——1 will be 
drunk as drunk and then I will do nothing 
at all, at all. 
Simon. Why what a milk-ſop——can't drink: 
bottle-—co-come, damme Patrick, never mind 
— i 


my lord | 


we'll make the beſt of our places, for fear 
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ind up with a g-glorious ſentiment— a luſ- 
gous one, my buck, that will make the young 
girls titer, and hide their fa-faces, 
Pat. By Jaſus, then here's Wilkes and Liberty, 
ud my own dear Dr. Lucas. 
Linon. D---n your ſe-ſentiments, if you call 
them ſentiments---I'll have no more of them 
kt's have a good ſong, ſince we can have nothing 
| | dle———exempli gratia, as the ſchool-boys ſay 
here goes. | 


| a 


AIR XVI. 


Er. 


fury 5 your wrangling, your jangling, and noiſe, 
een, of patricts, and liberty boys: 
Iv can tipple is freeſl of all. 

| lis time ſi pt away with a foll- de- roll-loll. 

DS 


JOU, | What care I a farthing whos rich, or who's great, 
ople, | Who riſes or falls in the church or the ſlate ; 

'lod Þ | riſe with one bottle, with two nobly fall —— 

n the Idie, but die game, with a toil-de-rojl-Cll. 


4 n 


feat Stmox, PAT RIcRk, Diaxa. 


ano- Diana. So, gentlemen, you're very merry 

won my word, I am mightily glad on it——pray, 
wut | | Mr. Simon, make tree with what you find 
| be | Youre vaſtly welcome, I aſſure you---the com- 
ing Pany will not come in this half hour yet, I dare 


Y lo you may be quite eaſy on that account, 
ink a E 2 Simon. 


4 ————ů 2 
. 


„ 
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Simon. Ah !-—-what my dear Mrs. Diana I am 
heartily g-glad to fee that pretty, ſmiling, phy. 
ſiognomy of yours faith, I muſt have a kiſs, be. 
tore I go any further, that's pos. 

Diana. Don't, Mr. Simon, pray Con't, let me 


alone -O lud bow can you do fo ?—you make 


2 body bluſh like I don't know what, you dq 
you gentlemen valler de ſhams are fo vaſtly polite, 
that one is at a loſs to return all the civilities you 


make uſe of, to us poor girls that keep always at 


home, like tho', for my part, I have ſeen 
ſomething of the world ] have been to town 
twice, and to be ſure received a great many bel. 


Iſhings from the quaintance I protracted with the | 


upper ſervants of the beſt families ; beſides going 


to the plays, and ſeeing the wax-work, and every 


thing that was worth intention. 
Simon. Damme, Patrick boy, if Mrs. Diana ; 

not worth her weight in gold, by all that's hand- 

ſome and agree able muſt have another taſte 


of that ſweet mouth, with your leave, Mr. Pa | 


trick, 

Pat. Ay, my dear honey, with all my ſhoul—- 
kiſs as long as you like Mrs. Sally will be af 
ter repaying me, when I come to your houſe, 

Diana. Fye, Patrick, an't you afhamed of your- 
ſelf, to put Mr. Simon upon one, in ſuch a man- 
ner ? 
ſitions that you always courage one another to de- 
poſe upon good nature you fluſtrate a body ſo, 
you naughty men you, that I had liked to have 
forgot what I came for. Why Miſs Laura, 


ſweet little dear, is a going to be married tomy | 


lord, this very afternoon. 

Simon, By George, I have gueſſed matters val 
ly well, then 
;0-10yous, that day above all days. 


but you men are ſo valentine in your po- 


told my lord | would be 
Pt 


TS: RETRE”OS_ FRE. ! 
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 -Arrah y ſhoul, but this is a very ſud- 
—— — — and take ——deel burn 
me; my jewels, but it's like gunpouder no 
ſoner off than touched. 

Diana. Why, to be ſure, my lord is ſomewhat 
joit but one need not wonder ſhe's 
1 charming little creature I hope ſhe'll re- 
member me when ſhe's Lady Leer I have 
carried the little thing, many a time in my arms, 
w make her bedience to his lordſhip, when he 
came to our houſe dear o'me, how things 
wine about in a little time. | 


Simon. Very true, Mrs. Diana— girls ri- 
pen apace there are ſcarce five months be- 
tween miſs in her mamma's arms, and madam in 


her huſband's 


thrifty plants, by Jupiter. 


AIR XVI 


Wives are made of little miſſes, 
Tuſt within their tender teens, 
ben they ſcarce know what it means ; 
Yet, if woman knows what bliſs is, 
Miſs the ſecret quickly gleans. 


Soon as ſlips, and infant trifles 
the forward pert has thrown, 
Girlifh paſſions ſirait ſhe flifles ; 7 


aman, woman muſt be ſhewn, 


Thus transform'd from bud to Bloſſom, 
Paſhion nurtures branch and root, 
Nature fixes beautys g/ofs on, 
Fertune plucks the ripen'd fruit. 


r ͤ 


[4 
9 
J 


$ THE FAIR ORPHAN, 


Diana. Oh lud !—huſh ! huſh |--yonder's' my lord 
and my young maſter coming down the walk. 
——they'll be here in. five minutes hat z 
quandary we ſhould have been in, if Þ had no 
to look-out——1 would not be catched 
here for all the varſal world ——let us intire into 
the ſervants hall, Mr. Simon. | 
Simon. Any where, my ſweet Diana, bring but 
a bottle with you. | | 
Diana. You, Patrick, muſt ſtay, and be taking 
away. | 
Pat. Ay, ay, my jewel, Patrick has not his 


leſſon to learn I'll be after putting them to 


rights preſently. 


SCENE IM 


Lord LEER, Sir JohN WORTRHV. 


Sir Fobn. Why ſo ſoon, my lord? — don 
you think it rather improper ? 

Lord Leer. So ſoon !—improper !—ha ! ha! ha! 
that's very droll, I protest 
think ſuch a young fellow es you, would talk of 
being too join in a fme ils arms? 000 
enough! to be ſure, Sir john, yeu muſt know 
very well the ſecret /prmg ot that impropriety— 
do you think you ſhould be tardy on, ſuch an oc 
eafion ? | 

Sir John. I ſhould think, my lord, ſome little 
time were neceflary for her to refl-& on an affat 
of ſuch moment. 

Lord Leer. Upon my word, Sir John, the s 
not ſo unreaſonable- 


{cif implicity to Lady Worthy, and is as anxious 


who would ever | 


ſhe has ſubmitted her- F 


an end on' t 


" | lucky thought, that. 
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« lam ob, ſhe's a meſt affable, and engag- 
ing girl. 

"Sir Jahn. Is there, then, no faith in woman ? 
deceitful ſe x 
Lord Leer. Beſides, Sir John, Lady Worthy 


has got the curate already in the houſe he 

waits our commands fo, as ſoon as we 

get all together, we'll ſet him to work, and there's 
Suivons l amour (Singing 

Sir John. Sdeath ! I ſhall go diſtracted 

what could induce my mother to act upon ſuch 


| raſh, ſuch cruel inconſiſtencies - you're not in 


ezrneſt, -my lord. 

Lord Leer. In carneſt ! "faith, but Jam; 
and you ſhall be convinced of that, preſently. 

Sir Jobn. Impoſſible, my lord why I never 


heard cf ſuch a thing. 


Lord Zeer. Then you fhall /ee it, Sir John, 
hat's all——ha! ha! ha bur apropos !- 
jou ſhall give Laura away eh! Sir John, will 
jou do me that honour ? you and ſhe have 
been old acquaintances it will be vaſtly pretty, 
| proteſt — quite in character 2 very 


Sir John. I muſt beg, my lord, you would diſ- 
penſe with my ſervices on the occaſion I find 
myſelf ill-diſpoſed fer ſuch an office Il am nat 
very well my head is ſomewhat out of order, 
with my journey—lI hope ycu'll excuſe me if 1 
am not preſent. | 

Lord Leer. By no means, Sir John, I prote& 


come, come, don't be caſt down with a little 


pan—I am ſometimes a little treubled with a 
rheumatic diſorder myſelf, when I am alone; but 


good company always expels it gay as a lark, 


then——nothing like ſociety, Sir John, nothin 
n — Y et, John, B 


L 


SCENE 
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EN SCENE I. 


i 


Lord LEER, Sir Joun Wok TR, Sir Cuaries 
Alx v, Lady WoRTHT, LAURA, BLI DA. 


Sir Fobn. Death to my hopes tis all too true 
—an unuſual complacency fits upon her counte- 


nance, and an inſulting gaiety is apparent in her | 


whole deportment — oh, woman, woman, delu- 
ding ſycophants ! 


( Lord Leer, advancing fantaſticalh | 1 


towards Laura. 


A I R XVIII. 
Lord Leer. Faireſt Laura, 


Sweet as Flora, 
Gayeſt of the verdant train; 
Thus b-bolding, 

T bus ;njolding, 
Never ſball we part again. 


Come, Mr. Prieſt, are you . don't let 
us loſe time 1 long to have my happineſs 
compleat 


Belin. What a monſter |—with your leave, my 


lord, I would juſt aſk you a few queſtions, oreli- 
minary to this ſolemn ceremony; as there are 
ſome points in it, neceſſary to be known and ex- 
patiated on, which I ever think it incumbent on 
me to premiſe. 
Lord Leer. Ha! ha! ha!-—points, indeed! 
I don't want to ſettle matters of faith, Mr. Gn- 
in 


A COMIC OPERA. 57 
1 the points I have to ſettle are with this 


don't tell me of other points 
— ——-allons when you've done your duty, 
ou ſhall have your reward, that's enough. 

Belin. But I muſt inſiſt on their being attend- 
ed to, my lord, or I will not proceed. 
Lord Leer. Well, well, your reverence, juit as 


vi 
little angel here 


you pleaſe — be but explicit come to 
the point at once no circumlocution, I be- 
| ſeech you. 


Belin. I'll endeavour to oblige you.—Furſt, my 
lord, were you ever married ? 

Lord Leer. Ye no, ro,—but what is that 
tothe purpoſe ?—is that a point to be diſcuſled ? 

Belin. Certainly, my lord; it is a fundamen- 
ul point; becauſe the ceremony runs thus: you 
ſhall love your wife, and cheriſh ker; and forſa- 
king all others, cleave to her only, ſo long as ye 
Wh ſnall live your lerdſhip never was mar- 


| ted, I think you ſaid. 


Lord Leer. Yes, yes, I did ſay ſo-——— prithee 
don't trifle, good Mr. Prieſt. | 
Belin. | don't mean to trifle, my lord; but I 
rally ſuppoſed you were a widower I had 
a certificate put into my hands this morning, of 
the burial of one Belinda, the wife of Rubert, 
Lord Leer, and thought it might belong to your 
lordſhip; as you would no doubt take cvery pre- 


eution, to filerce the tongue of oblequy, in an 


{ alair of ſuch moment. 


Lord Leer. Very true I proteſt I had 
quite forgot the charming idea cf the pre- 
ſent had almoſt eraſed the paſt—the thing is mine, 


Jo be ſure what a lucky circum{tance ! how 


could he come by it ? 
Belin, But, my lord 


Lord 
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Lord Leer. What, in the name of miſchief, 1 
coming now? of 
. Belin, I beg your pardon, now I recollect, it u 
a certificate of your marriage with that lady 
Lord Leer. The devil it is——1 am ſorry for 
that 
Belin. Is not it, madam ?——1I think you have 


Lady Worthy. Yes, I have 
your lordſhip will pleaſe to peruſe it. 

Lord Leer. Hum, hum to be ſure, ma. | 
dam, th-this is very right; but I had the misfor. 
tune to loſe her by the ſmall- pox faith, Pm 
afraid I ſhall look very ridiculous, by and bye. 

Belin. And you would doubtleſs think it x 
Happineſs to find her again all good men 
love their wives, you know, my lord——and left 
things are ſometimes reſtored. | 

Lord Leer. If it were poſſible to reftore the 
dead, fir, you might, perhaps, ſee in me the lov 
ing huſband, too. 

B:lin. {throwing off her diſguiſc.] Here, then, 
Jet it be demonfirated—behold your wife reſtored. 

Lord Leer. Hell and conſuſion! —— Belindz 
herſelf, as I live—what infernal ſpirit has brought | 
about this ? 

Sir John. Happy diſappointment ! my den 
girl, I ſee, was apprized ot it ſhe ſtill looks 
gay. 

Belin, Don't you know me, my lord ?——yat 
were perfectly acquainted with me, b-fore ym bſt }| 
me by the ſmall-pox. | 

All. Ha! ha! ha! 

Sir Char. Come, come, my lord, never be eat 
down you have now a wife ready coined, | 
and without the expence of matrimonial fees, thats } 


all. 


nt 


there it is, if J 
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Lord Leer. I proteſt 1 never looked fo ſmall, in 
my days wiſh I were at home again. 
Lady Worthy. This is a ſtrange affair, my lord 
bat do you ſay? do you acknowledge the 

„or not? 

Lord Leer. Wh-Why —— indeed, madam, 1 
t know what to ſay . confeſs I am in the 
mong—yes, yes, I am a villain, that's certain— 
iſpoſe of me as you think proper am a rafcal, 
1 ſcoundrel, or juſt what you pleaſe——do but 
lngive me, my dear ladies and gentlemen, upon 
ny honor, I'Il be very good all the reſt of my life 
bat Belinda cannot pardon me Lady Worthy 


ml not—what ſhall I do? — how ſhall I recon» 


vir Jobn. Hold, my lord—will you permit me, 
lies, to be a mediator in this affair ?—you may 
wend on my impartiality; and, if one may 
wge of his lordſhip's fituation, he will not be 
gerle to compromiſe matters as amicably as may 
k—we ſhould not be inexorable—** to offend is 
wman, to forgive divine.“ 

Lady Vortby. To me his lordſhip might well 
hve (pared an apclogy—l have the leaſt 


it. 
Belin, I wiſh I could ſay ſo—but, as I only 


bught redreſs for the injuries I have ſuffered, and 
ny lord has promiſcd that, I ſhall be very willing 
bury the paſt in oblivion, in proportion as the 
ature ſhall produce proofs of his performance of 
q | | | 


Lord Leer. My dear Belinda, yon are too good 
my good Lady Worthy, how much am L ebli- 
ped to you. alſo—But, alas! what "ſtall I ſay to 
the amiable Laura ?—1 can never be acquitted in 
her eyes—no, no, I am tco culpable—I can never 


i a fad wretch—an ir famous fellow! 


Laura. 


39 


to do in 


dope to receive my pardon from her proteſt 1 


as 9 — oe * 
+ " 
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Laura. Pray, my lord, don't mention me- 
muſt be ſenſible A I have been aQuated intirely 
by a ſenſe of duty to lady Worthy ; therefore 
you have nothing to reproach yourſelf with on my 
account. 

Sir Jobn. Now I'll appeal to Sir Charles Airy, 
if this is not rejecting my ſervices; at leaſt, in. 
validating my mediation. 


Sir Char. Why I am of that opinion; therefor, | 


let us hear your propoſals. 


Sir Jahn. Firſt, then, my lord was reſolved to 


have a wife this very afternoon—he has got one 
E that's ſettled. Lady Leer has been aban- 
doned—my lord receives her again—ſhe has been 
injured my lord's penitential manner of 
ſing reſtitution, tells me that's ſettled alſo 


Laura, only, remains unſatisfied now, z 


my lord ſtrongly ſolicited me to give her to him, 
if ke will do me the ſame favour, I will, with the 
permiſſion of my mother, make myſelf the happieſt 
of men, in the poſſeſſion of the moſt deſerving 
woman I am aſſured of Laura's compliance, 
from ſomething more than « ſenſe of duty. 


Lady Worthy, My will can never be wanting, | 


where my ſon's happineſs is depending ——_—— take 
her and may you ever taſte the * ſweets 
of tranquillity. 
Sir Jobn. Thus, then 
Sir Char. Hold, hold, Sir "RY not fo ” 


if you pleaſe you have not my conſent, 


Sir Jobn. Your conſent, Gr! — what do you 
mean? 

Sir Char. My conſent !—yes, my conſent—thi 
lady and I have lately contracted a very ap i. 
_ timacy—in fact, we are more nearly all 


you may imagine. 


* 
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Sir Jobn. I ſhould be ſorry, Charles, if that 
nere true—it would reflect no honour on her re- 
putation, I am certain. | 

Sir Char. For the truth of it, I appeal to the 
hdy herſelf ——— ſpeak, my dear gurl. 

Laura. I aſſure you, Sir John, it is very true 
and I ſhall think it my duty to love him, fo 
long as I live. "EF: 
Sir John. Perdition ſeize me, then, 1 
Sir Char. Nay, nay, my dear Sir John, don't 
be in a paſſion—PlI explain it to you—l have only 


F FA J5S2 


2 
S 


N found out that I, aura is my ſiſler, that's the whole 
has of the myſtery. | | 
om. Sir John, Your ſiſter | 

Sir Char. is even fo. | 
Wy Sir John. You amaze me — but pray how is 
- | that? 
* Sir Char. You ſhall know that afterwards —— 
pieſ ſuffice it, for the preſent, that ſhe really is my 
ying ſiſter, and that I ſhall think myſelf honoured in 


calling my old friend, brother—and, believe me, 
you'll find a ſtrange reformation in your hopeful 
| brother-in-law—but, come, permit me to join 
your hands, now, and let the prieſt (not that fe- 
male prieſt tho”) make the final junction. 

Sir Fabn. I thank you, fir —— here all the 
hopes, fond paſſion could inſpire, have eagerly 
centered—here I depoſit, and bid adieu to, . 
anxious fears, the ſad companions of deſpondence— 
henceforth I live to love, and to deſerve the moſt 
_ gi on earth.. 8 
Laura. How ſhall I expreſs my gratitude, 
lou, my love? I have not fla] my — 
then, bear the higheſt construction of what I feel 


P AIR 
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"A 3 R XIX. 
Sir John, Haſte, then, vonſummation 


Reward our mutual paſſion, 

And make us truly left. 

Laura. On yours my wil! depending, 
In Iove, alone, contending, 


I yield when you requeſt. 
Sir John, T bus endearing, 
Tranſports ſharing 
Both. | Love bath our fouls en 


What joy in theſe careſſes ! 
Thus bleft, and thus to bleſs, tis 
The pureſt of delights. 


ST CE HE SF. 


Lord LEER, EE. WorTHuy, Sir Cars 
Aixy, Lady WoRTHNY, LAURA, BELiNDA, 
PaTrICk, DI ANA. 


| Pat. An pleaſe your lords and ladyſhips, here's { 
Diana and TI have been making up matters, and ſo 


have agreed to come together. 
Lady Worthy. And pray, Patrick, what is your 
will, now you are come together ? + 
Pat. Arrah, my lady, but you don't take meat 
1.4% by. W then! 
orthy. What is your meaning then? 
Pat. Why, as to that, an pleaſe your ladyilip, 
it is to beg the favour of my lord Leer to lend s 
his licence, when he has done with it; becauſe ve 


have a great mind to be after marrying ; W 
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my ſhoul, my lady, but it will ſave a great deal of 
fillings in our pockets 
Diana. Yes, my lady, ſo it will, to be ſure ; 
ind ene doing will do for all, if his lordſhip will be 
o nificent. | | 
Lady Worthy. Go, you ſtupid creatures——1 
vonder how ſuch a prepoſterous notion could enter 
our heads. oa 
Put. Deel burn me, my lady, but it did not en- 
ter my head, at all, at all; only Diana would 
make a fool of me, becauſe, ſhe ſaid, it would be 
iter ſaving expences. 
Sir Jobn. Well, Patrick, ſince Diana has ſuch 
good notions of ceconomy, I'll pay the glergyman's 
es for you, and make you a preſent of ſomething 
towards houſe-keeping, befides—you've nothing to 
& but fix a day agreeable to yourſelves. 
Diana, I thank your honour, moſt inſecuſly--— 
ome, Patrick, let's go and hold a confidence 
about it. AED : 
13s | Sir hn. You may ſtay; here, if you will—this 
pa, | 5a holiday all hear ts ſhall rejoice. 
dir Charles. Come, then, ladies and gentlemen, 
{ what do we ſtand about ?—Cupid and Hymen are 
ul abroad to day, you fee why don't you put 
4 fo {4 * finiſhing hand to buſineſs, and give a looſe to 
F mirth and jollity?— Lord and Lady Leer, I wiſh 
our | leu joy of your meeting——come, come, take 
teart—-—we muſt forget and forgive——Lady 
eat | Vorthy, I give you joy of yaur intended daughter 
Sir fobn and Laura, I wiſh you all the happi- 
nels the conjugal ſtate can beſtow -—and now Pll 
ake joy to myſelf for ſuch an unexpeQed happy 
dent —.—well done Charles. 


_ AIR 


6 THE FAIR ORPHAN, 


AT R XK 


Naw, adieu to vicious folly, 
Welcome virtue's ſovereign joys! 
Yet, a foe to melancholy, 
Pu be merry, PII be wiſz. 
Thus to men benighted, viewing 
 _ Diſtant lights deluſive riſe, 
Whilft the pleaſing gleam purſuing, 
Morn appears, the vapour dies. 


Mp 
4 * 


Belinda. Since with penitence intreating 
HTauradon for the wrongs he's done, 
Foy ſhall crown this bappy meeting, 
Hence my lord and I are one. 
Nature frail is ever erring, 
Yet thoſe errors rect iſied, 
Tuſtice, then, ber grace conferring, 
| Heals the wound an ev' ry fide. 


Sir John, AU rice, gazing on the treaſures 
That within bis coffers roll, 
Taſtes not half the ſecret pleaſures 
' Now revolving in my foul : 
All that's beautiful in nature 
In one lovely girl combin'd, 
Scarce the wond ring eyes can reach ber 
Ere ſbe captivates the mind. 


Laura, Hence, no anxious fears invading, 
Love ſball tranquilize my, breaft 

Duty, thus affection leading, 

Ew ry ſcruple lulls to reſt. 


” 
; 
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| Bo the florm, deſirudiion burling, 


oftens to a gentle breeze, 
And, their ſwelling ſails unfurling, 
_ Ships awith pleaſure plow the ſeas. 


Patrick. Now, my jewels, lift ta Patvick, 
' Since the am'rous tale's begun; 
Matrimony is a ſad trick, 
If the maid*s nat fairly won; 
If in courtſhip inclination 
Bows, alone, to duty's call, 
Wedlock*s bands will bring vexation—. 
Gain her beart, or give up all. 


END or THE OPER a. 


EPILOGUE. 


By a Friend of the Au THOR: 


Spcken by Mr. 7ak/on. 


ROM age to age the comic Muſe hath been 
The pow'r ſupreme to exerciſe the fpleen; 
To clear the vapours of the brain away, 


The never-failing noſtrum is— a play 1 
Where wit and humour equal force have join'd 

To laugh away th' impoſthume of the mind: In e 
But when ſhe riſes, bent on nobler views, I Cie 
And, like my friend, a gen'rous aim purſues; [ ow 
To combat vice in this licentious age, _FCrit 
To teach the pleaſing moral from the ſtage, Pl 1 
The riſing gults of paſſion to controul, kou 
To breathe inſtruction, and to form the ſoul, And 


On virtue's portrait all her art to ſhew, | 

To make her charms with native beauty glow; 

Who views the ſcene, but ev'ry touch muſt feel ? 

Who loves not Indiana drawn by Stcele ? , 


This night, for you, ye blocming, lovely fair! 
| [to the Bert. 

Whom (till the Muſe ſhall make ber choiceſt care, 
Whoſe rip'ning charms her ev'ry thought engage, 
For you the lovely Laura trod the ftage ——— 
When in her breaſt the rifing paſſion ſtrove, 
When what was friendſhip To into love, 
Swell'd in each pulſe and rhrill'd in ey'ry vein 
Say, cou'd you then the tyrant's pow'r reſtrain, 
Of each fond wit: the tortur'd foul diveſt, 
Or tear the charming traitor from your breaſt ? 
Miſtake me not, ye fair ones tis a taſk 


Too much for nature — nor thall virtue aſk 


II nobleft paſſion of the ſoul to ſpurn ; 
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Tis all ſhe aſks, this moral here to learn 
Your hearts with mild, attractive graces arm, 
01 let your ſouls in virgin fweetnefs charm. 
zuch Laura was, and ſhould the maid impart 

oy to the ſenſe, or touch the feeling heart, 

. you let friendſhip aſk a radianr ſmile. 
To gild the ſcene, and bleſs the gen'rous toil ; 
Approve the man who fights in beauty's cauſe, 

And pay the grateful tribute of applauſe. 


. Yet here, methinks, fome little woud- be wit, 
es the Pic. 

Ia conſcious. pride, the monarch of the pit, 
Cries—there are faults !—why, ſo I told my friend; 
[own they're great—too great for you to mend, 
Critics, be dumb !—or by the Gods! | ſwear, 
Ill rouze the vengeance of th' applauding fair, 
four the fierce torrent of their fury down, 
And kill you with the tempeſt of a frown. 
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UH. Ab ! why ſhould 3 &c. ibid. YM 
HI. * If that's all you want, &c. ibid. 
IV. O'what a ſimpleton, &c. ibid. . 4 
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VII. A plague of theſe wenches, &c. Lore in a Vil 
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X. Hark, ul &c. Maid of the Mill. o 8 
XI. Was ever poor fellow, &c. Love in a Village, Þ - 
XII. Ceaſe, 4 ſeducers, &c. ibid. . 
XIII. When 2 I wander'd, &c. Tho. and Sally. 
XIV. Well met, pretty maid, &c. ibid. 

XV. Go forge me fetters, '&c. Padlock. 

XVI. A pox of your fathers, &c. Midas. 

XVII. When a maid, &c. Maid of the Mill. 

X VIII. Lady Coventry? s Minuet, 9 
XX. h life, my joy, &c. Maid of the Mill. 
XX. Yield who will, &c. ibid. . 
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